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He certainly would not die by hang-
ing; he, the brave soldier, whose glance
alone terrorized the mountaineers of

the region. But he was not so sure
that, some fine winter's night, during
one of his frequent expeditions, al-

ways for a wicked purpose, an am-

buscade of outraged peasants would
not leave his lifeless body by the way-

side. And what a sinister night the
present one was, to be sure; how

"Come here, my bold fellow. Where
do you come from?"

"From the forest of Montagnole."
"But before that?"
"From the caves of Angles."
"Where did you get that hang-do- g

look? Have you been poaching on our
lands?"

"I have no other trade, captain."
At this unexpected reply, so quietly

made, a stupor fell upon all in the
room; Amalric himself was disarmed
by the boy's audacity.

there Are But Few Men of Wealth
Who Care to Enter the Lower

Branch of Coigteii.

The formal announcement which Con-

gressman Powers made while at home
that he would not be again a candidate
tor congress, although no news to hi
associates and friends here, has occa-

sioned the widest regret In connection
with many similar announcements, says
the Boston Transcript, it must be taken
as one of the signs of the times which
do not augur well for the future of the
house as a legislative body.

The fact must be faced that the body
has ceased to attract the kind of men
that it ought to have. More than Speak-
er Cannon's defiance of the senate would
be necessary to restore the house to the
place where a seat in it will be "worth
while" for the really big men of the
country. Except for the few leaders who
dominate the whole thing there is very
little for anybody to do. The member-
ship of the house is so large and the
acoustic properties in it so bad that
no member commands any attention
when he speaks unless he happens to be
a "born orator." The salary is pitiably
small for those who have to live on it
Membership still has its uses as a steppin-

g-stone for persons who have an eye
on the senate or some other coveted
post A set, of rich young men are in
consequence taking up congressional
seats, notably Pennsylvanians, much
as well to do people in the cities are buy-
ing up the abandoned farms of New
Hampshire. But for men of good op-

portunities for professional advance-
ment at home there is little in a con-
gressional seat as an end that is worth
while, and they are fast finding it out
If they do not know it when they get
here they soon become aware of the
fact, with the result that changes in the
delegations of the most important states,
which ought to keep men here long
enough to reach places of prominence,
are becoming painfully frequent.

Judge De Armond, of Missouri, one
of the most thoughtful men of the house,
recently remarked tothe'f ranscript cor-
respondent: "Nearly all the work ot
this session will be in passing appropria-
tion bills, but have you ever thought
how absolutely farcical is the place
which the house occupies in this pro-
ceedings? The committee may report
a bill having in it a $2,000 item for a cer-

tain purpose and if time is hanging on
the hands of the house considerable de-

bate may develop In committee of the
whole over the proposal to reduce this
item to $1,500. Perhaps the lower fig-

ure may prevail. The bill goes to the
senate, which promptly raises the item
to $3,000. The revised bill, with scores
of amendments, comes back to the house.
Three men go out on a conference com-

mittee to split difference with the sen-
ate. They come back and perhaps after
two or three trials of strength the house
votes to accept a certain conference re
port which its 'three representatives
have worked out. What become of the
old debate between the $2,000 and the
$1,500? Not one man In the house, ex-

cept possibly one of the conferees, and I
much doubt that, will have the remotest
notion of what has been done with this
item. The Pineville Academy Debating
society might just as well have 'resolved
on the question."

PROTECTED THIRD RAIL.

Prevents Aeeiilents from the Electric
Cnrrent on Railways That

Ise It.

A protected third rail, which has so
often been advocated for the elevated
system in New York city, but has an
often been judged a practical impossi-
bility by engineers of the Manhattan
Elevated company, is permanently in-

stalled for 17 miles on the electric road
iu Switzerland between Le Fayet and
Chamounix. This protected system,
says the New York Press, is entirely
successful and has been beset by none of
the difficulties put, forward by those op-

posed to its local adoption. The pro-

tection is afforded by an insulated box
of paraffined beech, which makes con-

tact with the rail impossible except
through the narrow slit at the side to-

ward the car, through which the metal
connection with the motor of the car is
established.

The top of the box is fixed with iron
distance pieces which support it only on
the off side of the box, thus allowing the
above mentioned opening. No connec
tion would be established, therefore,
with the live rail unless something was
forced in through this slit. Anyone
could walk over the rail by stepping on
the box with perfect safety. Although
it might naturally be supposed that such
a support would not possess sufficiently
high insulating qualities for the pres-

sure employed to prevent considerable
leakage, it is computed that the maxi-

mum loss in this system is less than one
ampere per yard. However, the leak-

age, it is asserted, decreases with a fall

of rain or snow, owing to this action
washing off the dust and accumula-

tions that have taken from the strength
of current.

Condensed Ekbs.
Condensed eggs are being largely

exported to South Africa and are meet-

ing with a ready sale. Fresh eggs are
from 85 cents to $1.80 a dozen in Johan-
nesburg, so the substitute is welcomed.
It is prepared by depriving the ordinary
fresh egg of its superfluous water and
by adding sugar. The mixture is then
inclosed in tightly sealed canisters, 15

eggs to the pound. When unsealed the
compound with a little added water is
whisked rapidly and, according to a
British consular report, cannot be told
from the fresh egg.

Jnst the Thins.
Buckle I hardly know what to do

with my son. I don't believe he has a
cupful of brains in his head.

Clasp Why don't you let him takt
up your business? You have done first
rate at it, you know. Boston Trans-scrip- t.

j

Argumentative Persona.
"Goodness! How those two men ar

swearing at each other."
"Yes, it's pretty fierce."
"What's the matter with them?"
"They're arguing about their respect-

ive religious beliefs." Catholic Stan-

dard.

Sunny and Cloudy Places.
The sunniest place in the earth it

either the great Sahara or the desert of
Arabia. The cloudiest place is in north'
em Russia, the southwest coast ot Peru,
or the coast Of the French Congo, Africa,

U being about the same In this reeoMt

Carmelite Convent In San Ji, o

Rico, Vacated After Three
Centuries' Occupancy.

For the first time in 258 years the feel
of the worldly tread the floors of the un-

dent Carmelite convent in San Juan,
and the nuns who were sheltered In the
old structure have gone forever from
the capital of Porto Rico, and the shad-
ow of the cathedral, says a recent San
Juan correspondence in the St. Louis
Globe-Democr- Fifteen of them were
transported by steamer and overland to
San German, where better quarters have
been provided for them. Some of the
nuns are very old and feeble and some
are young girls who have recently en-

tered the convent. Many of them en-

tered the convent when they were
young girls, and are now old women.

No one enters their apartments.
When one of their number dies the
nuns themselves bury their dead with
their own peculiar ceremonies, doing
all the work incident to the interment,
the cemetery being in tho immediate
premises of the convent.

During the time of the bombardment
of the city by Admiral Sampson the
nuns were removed from the little con-

vent building for a few days, and were
taken care of in Rio Piedras, but with
this only exception, it is said, the nuns
of this convent have never left the se-

clusion.
This is the only order of this kind on

the island, and these nuns occupy their
new quarters in San German possibly
never to again be disturbed in their per-

petual devotion to God for another
epoch of centuries.

It was not intended that any one
should know of the movement of the
nuns, and that it should be done as se-

cretly as possible after dark, but they
had no sooner left the building than it
became noised about town, causing
quite a stir, for every one knew of the
absolute seclusion of these pious wor-

shipers and the character of their devo-

tion and sacrifice. ,

Special preparations were made on the
steamer so that they could be as ab-

solutely secluded there as they have
been in the convent. They were in
charge of two priests, the pastor of the
San German church and Father Canella,
of San Juan. The nuns made an appli-

cation to Bishop Blenk some time ago
to be transferred, as the building which
they occupied Is falling down and needs
repairs very much.

The scene at the pier was one seldom
witnessed. When the carriages con-

taining the nuns arrived a crowd fought
to see the veiled women. Many relatives
were there and some of the sisters wept
bitterly, while others said they were
perfectly happy. Sobs and cries, how
ever, predominated, and the gathering
was a weird one. The steamer sailed at
two o'clock in the morning. The nuns
of this order are, perhaps, the most
pious and sacrificing of any of the Cath-

olic church. They are wedded to God
alone, and when they enter the con-

vent they leave all earthly things be-

hind them, never again to look upon the
face of a mortal but themselves. They
have some communication with the out-

side world, but do not see those with
whom they communicate. A high
screen is arranged over which they can
converse with their friends upon cer
tain occasions, but the door between
them is never opened, so that they may
come in actual contact with even their
parents or closest relatives.

The only recorded escape from the
Sistine convent in San Juan occurred
during Spanish times. Then a pretty
young senorita crawled out of a window
on the Chrlsto street side to Join friends
of her lover, a Spanish officer in Cuba.
She fell to the sidewalk and broke her
leg, but was safely carried away, recov-

ered, and later happily married her cav-

iller. She is living in Spain.

Sports of Our New Empire.
AHawaiian polo team will soon invadi

San Francisco, and the new territory
becomes a factor in the sports of the na
tion which casually picked up this jew-

el of the Pacific on its march to the ori-

ent. The Hawaiians have played a

series of games between teams from the
islands of Kauai and Oahu to pick up
the Invading team, and the latter won
two out of three. They will play the
crack Burlingame outfit of California.
It is not to be assumed that this is a

native demonstration, for the Hawaiian
polo players are as likely a lot of clean-ru- n

young Americans as one can find,
and they know a lot about polo. This
visit points to a future development oi
6porting relations between Hawaii and
her adopted mother country. The cli-

mate is too warm for football, but many
other forms of outdoor recreation flour-

ish the year around. Honolulu sends
scores of its sons to Yale and Harvard,
and they take back with them the love
of sport that shares with lectures and
text books the fruits of the diplomas
from the universities. Illustrated
Sporting News.

Shapely Cuban Feet.
Mr. Welsh, of St. Louis, travels for ont

of the largest shoe stores in the world,
their factory turning out 14,000 pairs oi
shoes daily, to be sent all over the Unit-
ed States, South America, Cuba, Ger-

many and the Philippines. In speaking
of pedal extremities in general, Mr.
Welsh says: "Cuban girls have the
shapeliest feet in the vorld. Trilby
Wasn't French. She must have been
Cuban but then she's been dead for
years. I can express the beauty of
the Cuban girl's foot no better, I
think, than by telling you it is the ex-

act opposite of the Chicago woman's
foot. I mean by Cuban girls those
who come from the better classes
from the Spanish aristocracy who
have mingled their blood with the na-

tives. Hpanlsh women on their native
heath are not noted for the beauty of
their feet. But the Cuban senorita has
the perfect instep, ankle and heel
which Du Maurier raved about."
Louisville Herald.

ferventlnK Pauperism.
There are few able-bodi- paupers in

Holland. A tract of public land con-

taining E.OOO acres is divided into six
model farms, to one of which the person
applying for public relief is sent. Here
he is taught agriculture, and is subse-
quently permitted to rent a small farm
fox hlmrelf. Holland also has a forced
labor colony, to which vagrants are
cent to do farm and other work whether
they like it or not .

Unsatisfactory.
"It" is the most unsatisfactory ward

lav the Kngltoh language.

Br EU D. 1KB.

IEONTON. MISSOUIU.

WINTER ON "LIZZARD CRICK.'
Crick i frozen over now,

Bridged with ice an' snow;
Down the valley roun' the bend

Winds Jes' howl an' blow.
Branches whipptn' back an' forth;

Snowdrifts glisten white:
Wintertime on "Lizzard Crick"

Is a glor'us sight.

Rabbits bobbin' thro' the wood
Huntin' fur bare ground;

Squirrels snug in holler trees,
Foxes nosln' round

Fur a bite to eat. 'Coons an'
Woodchucks burrered tight:

Wintertime on "Lizzard Crick"
Is a lonesome sight.

Hunters trampin' o'er the hills,
Foxhounds bayin' far;

Fishermen down in the bend
Where the pick'rel are.

Campflre smoke up.
Logs bright:

Wintertime on "Lizzard Crick"
Is a gladsome sight.
Joe Cone, In N. Y. Sun.

.

THE RED
GIBBET.

P How the Witch of I Balme Was
V Avenged W

the close of day the enow
TOWARD falling, the wind suddenly
veered into the north, and its gusts
cut like blows from a switch. Night
fell; the silver light of the winter
moon flooded the sky, lit up the er-

mine helmets of the Vabre and of
Baffignac, and was reflected from the

rocks of the gorge which
overhung the raging Agout.

Just as the door of a wayside inn
opened with a great rattling of chains,
and the landlady stepped out on the
threshold, a horseman rode around a
turn in the road, and stopped in front
of the door of the village Inn, his
horse snorting with terror. The wo-

man hastily summoned a servant,
while the traveler, dismounting, ex
claimed, brusquely: "Hallo! Here's

r! Wine and fire, my
good woman! Tell your hoy to give
my horse a bountiful supper, and to
see whether he is not, wounded in the
flank."

"Holy Mother!" cried Thiebaude;
"what a plight you are in, seigneur!
Your corselet and sleeves and even the
knot on your sword-hil- t, are dyed with
blood and dirt!"

"May Astaroth choke every beast of
them!" shouted Amalric. "They have
ruined my best doublet. I look more
horrible than the Vabre butcher!"

Angry and crestfallen, the reister
laid his heavy gun on the table, and
sat down before the roaring fire a
genuine Christmas blaze. Half a
dozen carousers, sitting at one end of

the room, resumed their interrupted
game of cards, whispering timidly to
each other, as if they stood in awe of
the new-com- When his steaming
drink was set before him. Amalric
related his adventure to the hostess.

"It is a bright night, to be sure,
on account of the moori. But what a
road, ventre de lezard chasms, tor-

rents, precipices, snowdrifts, and, in
the ravines, all the wolves in

fiercer and stubborner than
the Calvinists! After I left Vabre,
they contented themselevs with fol
lowing me, watching for a misstep of
my horse. Near Therondel, I had to
slacken my speed a little, as it would
have been suicide to travel fast. Then
a famished creature leaped on Argant's
back and I had trouble in getting him
off; I had to use my dagger. And look
at the tourteaux on my doublet! At a
distance, one would take me for Guil- -

laume de Montpellier's herald!"
Some of the players, leaving the

game, had drawn near the fireside.
One of them even ventured to raise his
voice and question the formidable
reister.

"Monseigneur, do you think it would
be unsafe to go to Albignier

"You would certainly never reach the
end of your journey, whether you trav
eled on foot or horseback. Stay here,
if you value your rustic hides; Joue-en-Fle-

can say your midnight mass for
you."

"Isn't your lordship" going to order
a battue soon for the famished beasts?"

"The first one will be called before
the Epiphany; all the wolf hunters of
the neighborhood will then be sum-

moned."
"But if monseigneur would conde

scend to put himself at the head of our
rabatteurs "

"Silence, knave! I hunt with you?
See those cowardly faces, Joue-e- n

Fleur!" exclaimed Amalric, with in-

sulting contempt. "Is there a man here
who could pass the Red Gibbet at night
without dying with fear?" '

A thrill of terror passed oyer the
audience; heads dropped; no one re
plied.

"The Red Gibbet!" exclaimed the
hostess, crossing herself; "but it is"

"Occupied! I know that very well!

It was about a week ago wasn't it?
that we hung the old witch of La
'Balme, that old hag who practiced
witchcraft and howled every one's for
tune at him."

"L'Armassiere?" queried r,

crossing herself again, and
glancing furtively at the door, which
had just opened and closed noiselessly.

"Exactly! At this season she will
keep for a long time, and will serve as
a scarecrow on the Ferrieres road.
Yesterday Argant shied and nearly
threw me into the Agout under the
old hag's hooked nose.",

"Seigneur Captain," a trembling voic6
was now heard to say, "I dare go to
the Red Gibbet!" ' "

The reister started in surprise, and
turned fiercely upon the speaker; he
was a youth, almost a child, whose
large, dark eyes shone out from his
pale face with an expression of perfect
fearlessness. "Here's a whelp of a dan-

gerous sort!" cried the captain. "Does
he come here often, Mistress Thie-baude-

V.-- T ," "''
"No, monseigneur." '.

' 'Who Is his master? Does any one
here know him?"

"We took him in ht for the
first time," stammered Thiebaude, un-

der the compelling influence of the
boy's magnetic glance. "We never
taw him before."

Sights to Be Seen Along the New

Uganda Railway.

Wild Aalmala That Are Tlrible from
the Car Windows Hone of Hla

Majesty, the Lion Some
Experience. '

In the days when the first railroad3
were built across our western plains one

the sights of a journey across the
continent was the herds of buffalo, and
other game, that might be seen from
the car window, and these sights induced
many a scenic-lovin- g tourist to make
the trip from the Mississippi to the
Pacific. In this country these signts
have disappeared, but something of the
same kind may be found along the line

the Uganda railway in Africa.
To travelers by this new railway the

most interesting sight to be seen is that
the great herds of game, from the

tiny "paa" that trots unconcernedly out
the way of the cowcatcher, to the

bulky rhinoceros, with the by no means
rare appearance of a family of lions, or
perhaps the head of the family tcariDg a
lately killed hartebeest or zebra, while
circling above on the nearest trees are
the vultures, ready to descend on the
carcase when his majesty has eaten his
fill. Since the alteration in the limits of
the East Africa game reserve, the line
runs through it for about 230 miles. Dur-

ing this part of the journey, Tsavo river
to Kikuyu escarpment, it forms the
boundary of the reserve, and no shoot-
ing is permitted to the south, or left side
of it going up.

The game has in consequence become
very tame in that district, and as long as
the train does not stop, few animals take
any notice of it. Notwithstanding the
large number of lions about the line, ap-

parently but few become man-eater- s, the
Tsava and Kimaa cases being notable ex-

ceptions. Several deaths have been
caused by wounded lions attacking
sportsmen, but, as a rule, when discov-

ered, the king of beasts prefers to seek
safety in flight. The writer well remem-
bers chasing six for some distance up a
rocky nullah close to a railway station.

Their numbers caused a reward to be
given for them, within certain limits of
the line, during its construction, ak the
coolies naturally did not work while
lions were near. All camps in certain
districts had to be surrounded with
thorn fences, and on one occasion a,

lioness springing over a fence happened
to alight on the sharp end of a broken
branch, and, being impaled by it, died
by an inglorious death where she fell.

FROM THE CAR WINDOW.

Not long ago a hartebeest was pulled
down close to the railway headquarters,
while in March last, when Sir Join
Kirk and Sir George Whitehouse were
traveling down the line, a telegram was,
sent up to warn their engineer to ap-

proach the next station with caution, as
the switches could not be put over ow-

ing to the presence of four lions in the
station yard. The writer, passing down
the line last April, saw a hartebeest ly-

ing cose to Athi river station which had
been killed in the night, and the station- -
master reported ' 'many great roarings in
the night time."

All the gangs on the line and the stall
at the stations have huts of corrugated
iron, which give them perfect safety at
night. Very fair fishing can be got In
the Athi river, but it is as well to carry
a rifle with the rod, as the banks of the
river are often visited by lions, a sports
man having once met five lions close to
where he had been fishing all the after-
noon, the Nairobi bungalows being in
sight at the time. Leaving camp early
next morning a rhinoceros broke out ol
some bushes close by, while eight
ostriches and several herds of hartebeest
and zebra, with another "rhino," were
passed on the way home.

The site of the town of Nairobi wasj
in days, a great hunting
ground; a line of game pits extended for
a great distance round the base of the
hills that overlook the station, in which
natives lay while the game was driven
over them. Most of these pits are now
filled up, as they became a danger to
passers-b- y, but the line of them will be
still visible in the grass for sometime to
come.

At Port Florence, the lake terminus,
passengers staying In the dak bungalows
close to the shore can often hear the
blowing of the hippopotamus at night,
and their three quick grunts as they call
to each other, while many can be seen
during the forenoon rising and sinking
in the shallow water off the shore some
little distance outside the station. As
many as 25 have been counted together,
while great numbers can be seen in less
frequented parts of the coast to tho
south. From the steamers which now,

run regularly across to Entebbe there
are several Bpots to be seen which are
certain finds for crocodiles, a hoot on
the syren always causing them to
scramble hastily into the water.

B. WHITEHOTJBB.

The Why of It.
Green You and Short don't seem to,

be as intimate as you were. DoeBheowe
you money? t

Brown No, indeed; but he wanted to,

Cincinnati Enquirer.

Their Name la Lesion.
"It's not until a man wants to borrow

a dollar," remarked the Observer of
Events and Things, "that he discovers
that he has so many close friends."
Yonkers Statesman.

Safely Occupied.
Jerry You never try to manage

other people's business. ,

Joe No; it keeps me Jumping to get.

enough business ot my own to manage
Detroit Free Press.

Our Nomads of the Van Are Fast
Disappearing.

Modern Condition! Are Against Them
a. Picturesque People Who

Served a Purpoe How They
Live Without Work.

From the themselves we

learn that their ranks are gradually
growing thinner. This, they say, is of

caused by the watchfulness of the im-

migration officials who send back
many an immigrant, who, if permitted
to land, would find a place in the tent--

ed wagon or van that travels north and
south with the changing seasons, and
also by the desertion of many men who
are drifting into what we would term
legitimate callings, though the gypsy of
will resent any intimation that his is
not also legitimate. Few of them join
the class of criminals who end their of
days In prisons.

While the latter is true the owner of
of chicken yards will not lament the

Wr- - "lis

THB GYPSIES' CASTLE.

passing of the gypsy, though he re-

move a picturesque feature, from our
national cosmopolitanism, and, in his
way, has brought pleasure to many a
small boy of both city and country.

But modern conditions are against
them. It is as though a policeman were
continually saying "Move on." Long
since the farmer decided that he would
no longer let them camp even in the
most useless corner of his fields. They
used, whenever possible, to pitch theii
camps on commons, but the local au-

thorities are averse even to that, and
they are obliged to pursue their calling,
as it were, on sufference. Not only so,

but other things are highly unfavora-
ble to them. In quiet country villages
the itinerant vendor used to be a nec-

essity, and from morning till night
there was a procession of them went
from house to house. Our good friend
Autolycus, with his pack well stuffed
with "fine nacks for ladies," went sing-
ing and jesting, while he palmed off a
bunch of blue ribbons for Mary to go
to the fair with, and sold a cap or a
necktie for her laddie. He supplied
her mother with caps and linen and
spectacles and snuff boxes, while the
father bought from him stun for a
Sunday waistcoat. Then came the
clockmaker, selling huge watches that
would not go, and spectacles you could
not see through, and many other trifles
of light description. The tinker came
shouting "Old pots to mend," and soon
drew a concourse of children to watch
him at his little fire soldering the cot-

tage kettle and mending broken ware.
And when at night they foregather at
Poosie Nancie's store, or its equivalent,
we doubt if the beggar's opera they
performed was ever quite so brilliant
as the one drawn by the imagination
of Burns, for the wandering people are
a jealous people, and they give point to
the adage "Set a thief to catch a thief."
Yet they pick up many songs that,
though scarcely adapted for the mod-

ern drawing room, are not without a

STIRRING THE POT.

wit and character of their own. They
address each other in language not
blunted and spoiled by modern polite-
ness and convention, but direct, plain,
and yet embellished with many choice
epithets and fancy phrases. They are,
indeed, the outcast of the population,
and in a world which is, perhaps,
growing with industry,
they set an exampln of idleness. The
only means of getting bread to which
they consciously object is that of work-
ing for it. To beg, borrow or steal
come as naturally to them as lying;
and probably the stern moralist will
without the quiver of an eyelid recog-
nize that their race is dead or dying.

On their pilgrimage they leave the
law and the commandments to the
street-bre- d people, and though there
are rural constables to be dodged, it is
an easier game to play than dodging
those minions of the law whose busi-

ness it is to keep order in the town.
"Sorrow take them," says the coun-

tryman at sight of their approach, and
yet which of us, even when reviling
these Ishmaels, has not a secret sym-

pathy with them, and a longing that is
with difficulty repressed to take what
Walt Whitman called the long white
road leading any whither?

Not at All Egotistical.
Jillson Sometimes I almost believe

you think yourself the only person in
the world.

Bender That's where you do me an
Injustice. Of course, I'm the only per-

son worth talking about; but then to
say that there are no other persons
would be absurd. Boston Transcript

thoughtlessly he had allowed himself
to be disarmed by a poacher, a mere
child at that! A thrill of fear passed
over him. As he rode around a turn
in the road, the Red Gibbet loomed up
before him.

An exclamation escaped the reister'a
lips as he recognized the vagabond of
Luzieres perched on the ghostly tree,
the moonlight reflecting from the shin
ing metal of the gun he held in his
hands. He had not for a moment be-

lieved that) the boy would keep his
word; the surprise he felt was mingled
with joy at the thought of not being
alone in the icy waste.

"So you are here!" he exclaimed.
"A brute of a peasant back there took
you for a thief; you might shoot him
for practice at big game. It is set
tled then. You are to be my page and
the chief arquebusier of my company.
Has my musket been of use to you in
keeping off the wolves?"

"Not yet, monseigneur," replied the
boy, trembling with cold, doubtless.

"Were there no animals on the
road?"

"There were many, monseigneur,
with eyes like blazing furnaces. They
followed me up, without daring to
touch me; I walked along singing at
the top of my voice, beating the meas-
ure with the click of the musket."

"An excellent way of keeping the
cowards at bay; a shot would have
been better, however."

"I saved that for something better."
"What?"
"You shall soon see, monseigneur."
"You must be cold up there on youi

perch; you should have warmed your-
self up by giving the brutes a taste
of saltpeter and lead."

The boy clambered down, and walked
slowly toward the captain. "I could
not hit the wolf I wanted to kill."

"Which one was it?" questioned
Amalric, looking about as if expecting
to see glaring eyes.

"A large one that I don't want to
mitis."

A gust of wind cut the captain's
face so sharply that he swore a great
oath and exclaimed: "Jump on behind
and we will go. I will take you with
me to Ferrieres, since you are hence-
forth to be in my service; if I leave
you here, nothing will be left of you
by If the old wolf you
have in mind comes near us, I give
you permission to kill him at once."

"Let him die then! exclaimed the
boy, taking sudden aim at the cap-

tain. A sharp report broke the silence
of the night. The reister, struck in the
heart, fell heavily in the snow.

The boy then grasped Argant's
bridle and fastened it securely to a
strong root. With granite firmness, he
climbed upon the gibbet. Leaning but
over the gulf, he uncoiled a rope which
was wound around his waist, and tried
to fasten it to the body hanging there,
to draw it toward him. As he worked,
he murmured: "You shall be avenged,
grandmother, and you shall be buried
in consecrated ground. I told Thie-
baude this night that yqu would be
avenged before the dawn."

But even as he spoke, the body of the
woman, so long exposed to cold and
storm, dropped to pieces, and, falling
from rock to rock, at last disappeared
in the tumultuous waters of the Agout.

Just at that moment a bell rang out,
not far away; its clear music resound-
ed through the still air like a prayer
winging its flight above. Other bronze
voices replied in the distance, celebrat-
ing the nativity which promises to the
humble blessings to be realized, and
to the wicked a chastisement for their
iniquities. The vagabond, leaning
over the gulf, made the sign of redemp-
tion; then, descending, he went up to
the body of the soldier, which was al-

ready stiff.
Approaching howls warned him to

hasten with his task. He dragged the
corpse to the gibbet, and, by means of
a slip knot, drew it up to the beam
lately occupied by the other corpse. It
swayed to and fro In the moonlight in
a sort, of funereal dance; the gibbet
creaked and a pack of wolves rushed
out from the hedges, attracted by the
scent of blood.

Crazed with terror, Argant kicked
vigorously at his agile foes. One of
them had already sprung into the sad-

dle, and was about to close his jaws
on the charger's neck, when, swinging
the musket around, the boy broke the
beast's neck with a terrific blow; then,
mounting the horse, he gave his life
into the keeping of the terrified ani-

mal's Instinct. The noble creature
sprang away like an arrow in the di-

rection of the Luzieres, followed by a
pack of howling wolves; the captain's
body swayed in the moonlight, while
the silvery bells of Ferrieres sent their
joyous Christmas peals down through
the echoing valley. Translated from
the French of P. B. Gheusi by H.
Twitchell.

In a Red Handkerchief.
"When I came to this town, 20 years

ago," said the man with the mora than
ample waistcoat, "all my earthly pos-

sessions were wrapped up in a red
bandana handkerchief."

"And now you own that factory on
the edge of the town and 200 acres of
land?"

"Yes."
"May I ask what you carried in the

red bandana handkerchief?" asked one
more curious than the others.

"Six thousand pounds in cash and
government bonds," he responded, re-

luctantly, for it wholly spoiled the
story. London Tit-Bit- s.

A Spirited Expression.
"Your eyes," stammered the wooer,

"are intoxicating to me."
The heartless damsel laughed

roguishly at this.
"For your own good," she hinted,

"I should advise you to sign the
pledge."

It took some moments for him to
grasp the ld that this was his conge;
then, resenting her chaffing, he arose
from his knees and observed:

"Pardon me, hut you interrupted my
remark. I waa about to say that your
eyes are Intoxicating because they
have a wry; look," Judge,

"Ventre-Mahon- !" he growled, half
laughing and half angry; "you shall
enter my service. My war page let
himself get hung at La Salvetat. Do
you want his place? But, braggart,
are you truly willing to go to the Red
Gibbet

"I am."
"Alone?"
"Alone."
"How shall I know It?"
"I will wait for you there, since you

are to pass that way in an hour."
"The wolves will leave nothing of

you except your carcass."
"You might lend me your gun."
"So you know how to handle that

plaything, do you? Let me see you
load it, you rascal."

The boy smiled confidently; he
grasped the heavy weapon with the
dexterity of an old soldier; to the
officer's surprise he unloaded it, then
reloaded it, all the maneuvers being
so manifestly familiar to him that
Amalric could not help showing ad-

miration.
"If you can shoot the gun as well

as you load it," he cried, "it would not
be pleasant to be your target! At 40

paces you must be able to blow the
kernel out of a nut, or the brains out
of a trespasser."

"Easily, monseigneur."
"And at the first shot you could bring

down the most nimble game, I'll

"Dozens of your hares could bear
witness to that, monseigneur," replied
the young poacher, strangely bent on
provocation as bold as it was uncalled
for. This was the master-strok- e. The
drinkers exchanged glances of con-

sternation and terror at the furious
expression on the face of the Seigneur
de Vabre.

"Viper!" he shouted, "you shall join
the old woman on the Red Gibbet,
with a cravat of hemp, just like hers!
He rose as he spoke, and stood threat
eningly over the boy, who made no ef
fort to avoid the soldier's raised fist.
Amalric paused in astonishment at this
defiance. "Why do you confess all
this to me, you robber?" he asked at
length, inwardly pleased at such a
display of courage. "I like brave
hearts, you suit me perfectly. Here's
the gun; wait for me out there. If
the wolves press you too hard climb
up on the arm of the gallows; the old
witch will keep you company. I'll
warrant she'll not be talkative, but
if her presence annoys you, send her
into the Agout with a kick!"

The boy became livid; his Hps trem
bled and his eyes fairly blazed. He
grasped the gun offered him, and with-
out a word went out into the clear,
frosty night.

"By Hercules! cried Amalric;
there's a man for you, you cowards!

That's what I call having a heart in
one's breast and blood in one's veins."

One of the peasants now ventured to
offer a reply, which somewhat dis-

turbed the adventurous cavalier. "To
be sure, monseigneur! But there's a
Spanish musket, too, which you will
probably never see on your rack again."

"What do you mean? Do you think
that that young rascal "

"It was a clever way for him to get
firearms. At any rate, the gun is in
skillful hands, as your wild boars will
know to their cost"

Amalric, half credulous, now swore
like a pagan. But where could he go
to search for the robber? He drank
his hot wine, and no one dared risk
exasperating him further. When he
was well warmed, he wrapped his cloak
about him, leaped into his saddle, and
rode away in the moonlight. Reas-
sured by his departure, the other guests
resumed their carousal, while Thie-
baude anxiously listened for sounds
outside.

Amalric rode along at a brisk pace
over the snow already hardened by the
intense cold. The moon shone brightly
in the pale sky. The roaring and rush
ing Agout flowed rapidly along. The
continuous, mournful howling of
wolves, repeated by the echoes of the
mountain, sounded like a lament over
the buried landscape. The horse, not
yet recovered from the fright received
from the Therondel wolf, shied at
every isolated bush and every dark
turn in the road. Guided by a hand of
iron, he fairly flew along the dangerous
precipices,

Being unarmed, Amalric anxiously
scanned the dark hedges among which
the road wound about on the mountain
side.

To reassure himself, he whistled the
air of an old Venetian march, not with-
out many false notes, however. His
horse, growing more and more excited,
would certainly have broken the neck
of the musician, if the latter had per
sisted in his efforts.

To repress the impatience which de-

voured him, the captain next evoked
the images of the two women he wae
soon to meet; one, a beautiful blonde
of the Flemish type; the other, a
charming brunette. With these two
uoble dames he was to take communion
at the chapel this Christmas eve, and
afterward feast at the board of the
wealthy Azais de Ferrieres, the great-
est, baron in the country. With sol
dierly stupidity he repeated to himself
the gallant remarks which he intended
to address to these beauties; he had
learned them for the purpose from the
Seneschal de Castres, who made pre-
tensions to being a wit, and who was
much better equipped with platitudes
than, with ideas.

In spite of his application, Amalric
could with difficulty keep before him
the vision Of the two profiles. In their
place all his misdeeds hangings with-
out trial, rapine and violence rose
before him like so many ghosts. The
gibbets which dotted the highways for
leagues around bore witness to his
summary way of dealing with offend-
ers.

But, recently, the sorceress of La
Balme had predicted that he would
himself hang on the last gibbet he had
set up on the Ferrieres road, and he
had summarily hung her to the tree,
without any fear of her supernatural
prowess, ,


